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¥ What Fools These /l\ortals Be!” 








—A PROPHECY. 


Reprinted from PucK of May 22d, 1907. 


Don’t we-downcast. ‘Times may not be permanently hard. Who 

knows but this day next year the cost of living will be from ten 
to fifteen per cent. higher than it is now ? 

. Xe < 

Tue Presbyterian Brotherhood and other brotherhoods deplore the 

dropping of the words “In God We Trust” from the coins of our 
country, and hopes that Congress will-restere them. Puck hopes 
otherwise. A piece of money 1s the last thing in the world to stamp 
such a motto on, Why go out of our way to be hypocritical ? 
More common honesty and less mottoes is the present need. 

te ' 
‘| NEVER protected a crook for the sake of him bein’ a crook. Ihelped him 
for something in ’im that appealed to. me. IT was thinking of his mother, 
his sister or his sweetheart, boys.”—Aig 7im Sullivan. 
An’ his vote. 
Ne 

Tuanks to the Zvening Post for pointing out that the celebrated 

fall of Rome stretched over a period of at least 600 years. One 
gets tired of seeing and hearing the fall of Rome eited as a warning 
to this country by public prints and orators whose knowledge of 
Roman history would scarcely last them over night. -As it stands, we 
have still 550 years to fall-in, so there is plenty of time to think: it 
over before the final crash. 


Christmas Puck. 


? annual Christmas number, Consisting as usual of 48 pages 
and cover, will be out next week, on Wednesday, December 
4th. It is the best holiday number, the best dollar’s worth for 
25 cents. ever issued by Puck, and we might go even further than 
that and still be modest. Most of the forty-eight pages are in 
color and all of them abound in live, seasonable humor in picture 
and text. ‘There is not in all the lot a page that was put in “just 
to fill up the paper.” Pictorially,-the best features include L. M. 
Glackens’ double- page drawing, ‘‘ The Uncle Tommers’ 
Christmas Dinner,” and full page drawings, each with point 
and novelty, by G. H. Grant, Carl Hassmann, Stuart ‘Travis, J. S. 
Pughe, F. A. Nankivell, S. D. Ehrhart, L. M. Glackens, Leighton 
Budd and W. H. Gallaway, all of them printed in color on heavy 
plate paper. A Christmas number does not /azve to be a rehash of 
wornout jokes. CuRistMas Puck, we think, will convince you of 
that. At all newsdealers, or sent direct from the publishers, Keppler 
and Schwarzmann, New York, on receipt of price, 25 cents per copy. 


Tue Lonpon papers refer to Mr. Hearst as a diverting mounte- 
bank. Distance, as usual, lends énchantment. He is not so 
diverting on close acquaintance. 

















UTILITY BILL. 


i” 1G BILL TAFT is statuesque and stately; 
You couldn’t guess his size if you haven’t seen him lately ; 
A middleweight before and a heavyweight abaft, — 
Monumental, transcendental, 

Big Bill Taft. 





Big Bill Taft is gentle as a‘mother 
To still the fretful wail of the saddle- 





colored brother. ; 

Benevolent to woe, but Draconian to graft, 

Navigating, lubricating, 
Big Bill Taft. 


Big Bill Taft can melt a desperado, 
Or hypnotize a king, or jolly a Mikado; dij 
He smiles his little smile, and the loving- —, y) 
cup is quaffed — 
Humoristic, eulogistic, 
Big Bill Taft. 


Big Bill Taft has problems to unravel; 
He hasn’t any home, he’s always on the 
travel 
By camel or balloon, by submarine or raft, 
Dedicated, consecrated, 
Big Bill Taft. 


Big Bill Taft, indeed we like to use you; 
We love to see you work, we'd hate like time to lose you; 
So keep your brogans dry, be careful of a draft, 
All-essential, Presidential, 
Big Bill Taft. Arthur Guiterman. 





LIMITATIONS OF ART. 


FS geey-nes breeze blew down the valley and Claribel’s lips quivered. 
“Don’t cry!” whispered Harold. ‘We can set it up again 

in a minute.” 

But the beautiful girl was not to be consoled. 

“This is what comes of playing the provincial circuit with 
nothing but stock scenery!” she protested, tearfully. 

And even though it had not been blown down. at all, she 
insisted, it were no such valley as the exigencies of the action 
called for. 
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FROM THE POLKVILLE WEEKLY CLARION. 


“‘At high noon, yesterday, in the presence of a select gathering of 
the beauty and chivalry of our progressive little city, at the residence of 
the bride’s parents, the Reverend P. I. Bilderback spoke the well-chosen 
words which united the fond and loving hearts of Miss Gladys Mae Smath- 
ers and Elmer Tidball for the remainder of life's fateful journey. 

‘*The bride is the charming daughter of our genial fellow-townsman 
and most liberal advertiser, the Hon. John R. Smathers, who will un- 
doubtedly be reelected to the legislature for which he has again consented 
to run at the earnest solicitation of his many friends. In the meantime, 
he will pursue his regular calling of conducting his well-known Tote Fair 
general store at the Southwest corner of the Public Square, and bids us 
say that while his business will keep him from stumping the county during 
the coming campaign and talking on the momentous issues of the day to 
every voter personally, he hopes to have the pleasure of meeting them 
one and all at his emporium, where he will continue to give them genuine 
bargains in staple and fancy goods, taking produce the same as cash, and, 
as usual, boldly defying competition. 

‘*The groom was attired in the conventional black.” 


















































WHEN GRANDPA WAS A KID. 


Grandpa tells naughty Grandson Willie that ¢his was the 
way 4e used to behave at table. 





Whereas, had Grandpa a better memory ——— 








PUSSY’S IN THE WELL. 


Wuo Put Her IN? 


WHY, OLD GRANDPA GREEN. 






































III. 





THE DEACON’S COUP. 


LD JaBez Lean’s face was buried in 
his hands. Snow Was beginning to 


fall on the bleak land; as though con- 

scious of the imminence of Winter, he rose 
wearily from his ancient rocking chair by the 
kitchen stove and dragged his feet half- 
heartedly across the window. His whiskers ~ 
traced fantastic weathery on the film of steam 
upon the window panes, as he stood there. 

“ Jabez,” quavered a voice from a dark 
corner of the room. 








keeps his pants pocket locked with four pad- 
locks, he’s so tight! I guess yeou won't git 
no sympathy from him.” 
Jabez Bean went to bed. Supperless. 
* For he was thinking of something else. 


™“< 


The endless click of the hoof-beats of 
ten thousand horses fell upon the ear of Jabez 
Bean as he sat in the solid house that Abner 
Hazen had builded in New York city. It 
was a house founded upon rocks. Jabez 
Bean rose from the great easy-chair and stood 








“Wal?” » 

His wife’s figure stirred uneasily; her 
voice sounded as though it came from a dis- 
tance; yet the words smote upon his ear: “ Haven’t ye got no more 
feed fer th’ stock, Jabez ?” 

“Nary feed; tew much drouth; an’ I’m busted, by gum.” He 
said it without emotion, and went out-of-doors, without so much as 
» turning up his coat collar. “a 


“I’ve got a scheme, ’Liza,” said Jabez Bean, when he came 
indoors an hour later, 

“Yeou've allers ben havin’ schemes, fer forty ’n more years, 
Jabez.” 

He ignored the 
thrust. ‘When Abner 
Hazen’n me wuz both 
twenty-tew years old, ’n 
both came intew eour 
farms th’ same year 
‘cause eour parents 
died th’ same identical 
season, Abner wuz th’ 
feller thet sold me his 9 Mi . NO ; 
farm, th’ tew farms be- cai | \ et ; DS AMY ///| 
in’ adjoinin ii) Mh WN 

“TI know—I know My 
—yeou told me ¢het 
’bout seven hundred 
times ——” 
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sumed old Jabez, with 7M i) WW 
more iron in his tone ff 
and an irritated twang 
that suggested latent 
profanity were he not 
a Baptist Deacon. 
“Wal!—‘Abner’s rich 
an’ I’m poor. He went 
t’ th’ city ’n made his 
fortune! Neow, 7’ 
goin’ up to see Abner 
’n stir him up!” 

His wife stirred the 
hasty pudding on the 
stove to keep it from burn- 
‘ing. “I guess yeou’ll stir 
him a lot! since say he 


— 


— 
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Mewnine is way art - siiieedining a sentiment | which; if it cunt anteid, 
twouldn’: tolerate being advertised. 
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HE PINCHED HIMSELF TO SEE 


at the window to look at the ever-flowing 
stream of handsome equipages. Turning now 
his gaze within the room, here wealth in many 
forms greeted his eye. Books, pictures, vases, rugs and rare antiques 
held his eye. 
Abner Hazen, clean-shaver, with massive brow and set jaw 
and shrewd old features entered the room. The two men looked 
at each other. Abner advanced. “Well, Jabez Bean!” said he— 
“if it ain’t you! I couldn’t never forget them eyes if your face 
was covered with whiskers t’ your forehead!” He gave his hand. 

“Abner!” said Jabez. “Durn it! How be ye?” 

“ Jabez,” said Abner, “sit down!” Mr. Bean honored the verb. 

“Abner, I got t’ thinkin’ bout ye. Yeou remember thet big 

old barn door on th’ 
place yeou used vt’ 
own —thet barn yeou 
mos’ broke yeour neck 
in playin’ circus an’ 
divin’ from th’ haymow 
when we wuz boys?” 
“Do I remember ? 
Oh, do I! And your 
mother she come over 
t’ my house an’ set up 
all night with my 
mother ‘cause they 
thought I wuz dyin’ — 
Ha! ha! But ’twant 
noways funny then,” 
concluded Mr. Hazen, 
more soberly. 
e la “We wuz lively 
A \ “ao iti boys, yeou an’ me,” 
. AN said Jabez Bean, awk- 
% Ne A AN . AN Ni ah Mi wardly pulling down 
Ve i his pant leg to hide 
‘1 from view his light- 
colored sock. 

Silence, deep and 
thoughtful, for a mo- 
ment fell between the 
men. 

“Abner,” said Jabez, 
“what would yeou say 

if I told yeou thet yis- 
tiddy I found yeour initials 
_ cut intew thet old barn door 
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IF HE WAS AWAKE. 
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| LONG to lead the simple life 
Far from the city’s noise, 
And free from worldly care and strife 
Bring up my girls and boys. 
Removed from city smoke and din 
I'd live—but not so far 
I could not easily run in 
In a speedy touring car. 
A tiny tarm I fain would buy, 
Cozy and snug and neat, 
Whose gardens always could supply 
Delicious things to eat. 


A cottage ’neath some spreading tree 
Where robins build their nests, 
With room for all the family 
And —say a dozen guests. 
A few choice books of highest rank, 
(Some of the lighter sort, ) 
A billiard hall, a swimming tank, 
An indoor tennis-court. 
Of horses eight or ten would be 





Enough for every need, 
Of steady hunters two or three 
And just a few for speed. 


(‘Twould not be wise to be without 
A motor car, of course. 

A neat substantial runabout 
Might save an extra horse.) 

So, daily gaining strength and health 
With children dear and wife, 
Content to leave the race for wealth, 

I'd lead the simple life. 
Some day I'll own a farm like that, 
But not just yet, I fear; 
Meanwhile I occupy my fiat, 
Six hundred plunks per year. 
J. W. Merrill. 




















where yeou put ’em nigh on fifty years ago— handsome a piece of 
jackknife work’s yeou ever see; th’ moss hez kinder growed over— 
I scraped it off, an’ sir, there wuz yeour initials — weather- beaten, 
but sure’s shootin’! Remember th’ day yeou cut ’em ?” 

Abner Hazen’s eyes shone with pleasure. “Gosh, Jabez, | 
b’lieve I kinder de remember — Well, well, well!” 

“Abner,” resumed Jabez, “yeou sold me th’ farm a dreadful 
long time ago, but I’m a-thinkin’ yeou’d ought t’ buy thet barn door 
back. There ain’t one man in a thousand in this 
here city of Noo York thet’s got any such rare old 
an-teek ez th’ barn door he cut his initials in when 
he wuz a boy!” 

Abner Hazen’s keen eyes looked into the inno- 
cent orbs of his friend. Then they softened. The 
steel glint changed to a misty, kindly blue. He 
looked thoughtfully at Jabez Bean’s time-worn clothes 
and care-worn face. 

“ Jabez,” he asked, ‘what would you be willin’ 
to sell that door for?” 

“A couple o’ hundred dollars would kinder 
help me eout this winter,” satd Jabez, with a catch 
in his throat. 

Abner Hazen wrote a check; a nice, comfort- 
able prosperous looking check. 


Ne 


“Jabez,” said the querulous voice of Deacon 
Bean’s wife, as he brought an old grindstone frame 
into the kitchen, sat deliberately by the kitchen stove 
and began cutting into the ancient wood, “what 
air ye up tew— what be ye cuttin’ ?” 

“ Initials,” said Deacon Bean, succinctiy, as he 
reached for the can of moss-green stain and gener- 
ously smeared the first half of the letter A. 

Fred Ladd. 














BILL’S SIGNATURE. 


Mes; VeLLuM.—Oh, dear! I hardly know how to tell you, 
but the baby somehow got hold of a fountain pen and your 
First Folio 
Mr. VeELLuM.—I see; but don’t let it worry you. It really 
enhances the value of the book. I'll dispose of it as an autograph 


copy. 





well 
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MONEY IS TIGHT. 
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IT USED TO BE CALLED A 





“VIEW.” 


FAIR FEMININE Tourist (ecstatically).—Oh, what a perfectly lovely souvenirpostcard 


you can get from here! : 
MASCULINE ‘TouRIST.—You bet you can. 
finer souvenirpostcard than this, 


You'll travel a long way befure you’H see a 





HIS OWN MEDICINE. 


HE PoMPous gentleman did not wait to be 
announced, but promptly followed his 
neatly-printed card into the sanctum sanc- 
torum of the editor and proprietor of the 
Minkville Times. 

“Ah,” said the editor, glancing hastily 
at the card, “Mr. Blunt. I am very glad 
to meet you. Be seated. What can I do 
for you, sir?” 

“In the first place,”-said Mr. Biunt, arranging himself com- 
fortably in a chair, “I want to congratulate you on the splendid 
paper you are getting out.” 

The editor flushed and hesitated for adequate words in- which 
to acknowledge such unstinted praise. ‘Do you think so?” he 
replied feebly. ; ; : 

“Yes, sir. “It is positively one of the best little papers I have 
ever seen and I have seen a good many of them. Your fame has 
extended even to New York. ‘lhat is my home you*know. I was 
talking to a gentleman on the train as I came through and he agreed 
with me in regard to your Vitile and consistent editorial. policy.” 

“Of course,” said the editor, “we can’t please everybody, but 
we certainly try to be consistent.” 

“And especially in regard to_the tariff,” continued Mr. Blunt. 
“Your arguments are simply unanswerable.” 

“Thank you, sir. I-appreciate your good opinion. The fact 

have given a great deal of study to the tariff question.” 

“Your editorials show it, sir. I was particularly impressed 
with an editorial you had a short time ago in which you completely 
punctured the so-called ‘Iowa-idea’, tariff-tinkering propositions.” 

“No, sir,” said the editor emphatically. “I have no patience 
with those demagogs who are continually talking tariff reform. The 
protective tariff is the bulwark of our liberties.” 





“It certainly is,” agreed Mr. Blunt. ‘Without it, our industries 
would go to pieces and our workmen would be obliged to compete 
with the pauper labor of Europe.” 

“You're right,” said the editor. “You've hit it exactly. Of 
course, I am not hide bound in my opinions. I think the time 
may come when we can stand alone, but that time is a good way 
off.” 

“And your attitude toward the trusts is most commendable.” 

“Yes, sir. I believe in trusts and am not afraid to say so. 
They are much maligned. It is the fashion to revile them indis- 
criminately, but I am thankful I am still safe, sane and conservative. 
By the way, what business are you in, Mr. Blunt?” 

“That’s just the point I am coming to sir. You've no idea 
what trouble these reformers cause me by continually talking free 
trade. Nowit is a pleasure to meet an intelligent man like you who 
thoroughly understands the subject.” 

“What business did you say, Mr. Blunt?” 

“You see, I am representing the Universe Paper Co., sir, and 
I would like to close a contract with you for white paper.” 

“The Universe Paper Co.,” ejaculated the editor. ‘You are 
a scuryy, soulless scoundrel, sir. You are a tariff-fed blatherskite. 
You are a tyrannous industrial pirate.” 

“ Be consistent, sir. Remember—” began Mr. Blunt. 

“Don’t say consistent to me,” howled the editor. “I'll con- 
sistent you, you commercial road agent, you stock-jobbing lobbyist. 
You needn’t think your damned old trust can double prices on me 
and insult me besides. Get out of my office, you overgrown, infant 
industry. You greedy monopolist. You trust grafter.” 

' “Very well, sir,” said Mr. Blunt calmly, “but before I go, I 
wish to say that I do not represent the Universe Paper Co. On 
the contrary, I deliver a lecture to-night at the Opera House on 
Free Trade and I merely wanted to get some fresh inspiration. 
Good day, sir.” Ellis O. Jones. 
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A RIDDLE. 


HERE. is a thing the waich I gain, 
 — -“ «Nor lose at all, yet keep it never, — 


































' Though not to gain it, or to lose, 
ay! But-e’er to keep, is my endeavor. 
es ; 
T SSk To make this clear, 1 add a rhyme: 
is 1 ain a clock, the thing is time. 
1 . - 
: #i%t . petoge 
ayy NO MORE POST-CARD DUPLICATES. 
Tur PestcarDEX SirouLDERS Your Souvenir 
: RESPONSIBILITIES. 
VER have the same friend send you two, three, 
four, or maybe five souvenir post-cards all 
alike? You are not friends 
° ae with her now, are you ? 
an Zz Ne, you could not 
— — pardon ‘this postal- 
J card crime. This 
=f kind of thing makes 
enemies among the 
_ | ladies.. You may be 
| making an enemy 
| yourself right now. 
‘a Perhaps just to-day 
you sent one of your . 
friends the same 
souvenir card forthe 
third time. Of 
course you didn’t mean UNDER THE OLD ———TREE. 
to, but these mistakes are never ¢ ba 
intentional, they are merely slips of ee ee nae, ere eer wee 
memory, that’s all. The Postcardex the Popular Song Writers of America, come to you, sir, and beseech you 
comes to remedy this. to graft something on something else, sir, and produce a new tree. We 
It isa simple contrivance in song writers, sir, have been reduced to such straits as ** Under the Old 
the form of a small ledger, with Acorn Tree, Sweet Estelle’? and our supply of trees is now exh wisted, 
a page for each of your card- Among other trees, sir, we have used the apple, peach, plum, quince, oak, 
ioe saving friends. It is inexpensive, elm, eee — srry gs cedar, Penge beech, - pe 
M4 ~ ave see: . 7 cocoanut, chestnut, walnut, hic ROTY, wiaec verry, tame cherry, ash, pa m 
DONE WITH SLOTS. at aed gdm plea and pear. Invent us, we beseech thee, a new tree to put Estelle under 
Mr. Haymow.—Drop in a post-card cost two for a nickel, and gat far Miguel te alt:in che shave of. 
nickel? Not on your life! I got — twenty nickels make a dollar. The ie OME RE Sak & 

. weighed twice yesterday, I got all pages of the postcardex are correctly mealine, First Presbyterian church, Pleasant river, stung, and greet- 
the souvenir postals I need, an’ I ~ ruled to accommodate the several ingsfromoshkosh. ‘There is no possible danger under this system of 
never chaw chewin’ gum! different kinds of souvenir postal your sending your correspondents duplicate pictures, and you are 

; cards: soldiers’ and sailors’ monu- friends for ever. It prevents misplaced post-cards. Ii you want us 
ment, court house, iamstuckonthisplace, Island park, city hall, lobster, — to tell you more about this wonderful little device, simply write your 
lemon, twentythreeskidoo, principal business street of Mossville, drop- name on a postal card and say “ Yes.” Donald A. Kahn 
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QUESTION ANSWERED 


THE Mororist.— Has your horse balked, old man? 
THE MILKMAN.— Course not! All's the matter is his carburetor exploded his durn magneto causin’ the crank shaft 
tew blow out two cylinders an’ punctarin’ the fore tires, thereby puttin’ the for'ard speed-lever out uv business! 
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BORROWED PLUMES. 


‘0-DAY wé have poets who write solike Wordsworth and_Milton that 
one can hardly differentiate them from théir masters. acre mats 


She lived unknown, and a could know 
When Lucy ceased to be ; 
But she is in her grave, and oh - 
The difference to me! — Wordsworth. 
Wyre! Stephen Phillips strikes his gait 
With Milton’s mantle on, x 
One cannot differentiate 
. *Twixt him and deathiless Johri. 
3Le Gallienne is prepared to show 
How closely they. agree. 
But Milton’s in his grave, and oh ~ 
The difference to me! ees 


When Carman, Bliss, attunes his lyre 
And spawns a Wordsworth ode, 
Ile streams as much poetic fire 
As e’er from Wordsworth flowed. 
They are — Le Gallienne sayeth so — 
” Alike as pea and pea; 
But Wordsworth's.in his grave, and oh : 
The difference to me! 


— 


When Edwin Markham plans a } Rome 
In Marlowe’s ‘‘ mighty line,’ 

The thoughts that seethe within bis dome 
As Kit’s are just as fine. 

Convincingly his numbers flow ;° 
It's tweedledum and dee. 

But Marlowe's in his grave, and oh 
The difference to me! . 

And when Le Gallienne throws a fit 
In Oriental style, 

No doubt he fancies*he is It, 
Though you and I may smile. 

Ife’s half as good as Haf, I know, 
But if | chanced to be 

A Persian, I should murmur, ‘Oh 
The difference to me!” 


When parody from Carolyn Wells, 
When Kendrick Bangs his.drum, 

When: Irwin jingles Gilbert's belts, 
They think they're going some. 

A friend remarked, not Jong ago, « 

.. You write like Calverley.” 

I thanked him with a smile. But oh 
The difference to me!. Bi.L..7. 


HOPELESS CASE. 
Hi Bey wan-featured Westerner sank in the doorway. 
His eyes were glassy and his mood, the mood of a 
man who no longer cares for the luxuries of life. 


Necessities were more necessary. ‘ Last night,” quoth 
he, “it was the Mills Hostelry Number three; to-day it 


\ is the Down and Out Restaurant for dinner, fond mem’ries 
for other meals, and a Hard. place to sit while I wait.” 
‘e 


It was perfectly patent to the policeman on the beat that the 
wan - featured person whom he discovered asleep in the doorway 
gome hours later, when the shades of night had fallen, was a vagrant. 
Policemen have a subtle sense of discrimination. 

When, however, the third degree was administered, at the police 
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Le Gallienne. ep 
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. TIP TO EMBARRASSED ‘BANKS. . 


ENGAGE. AS PAYING TELLER’ ‘tHE ARMLESS WONDER OF 
THE NEAREST MUSEUM. 


station, and the sergeant caused the vagrant’s suspiciously bulging 
pockets to be searched, it was found that he possessed checks on 
New York banks aggregating $337,482.56. 

“If you'd simply wait till I could cash these,” said he, eagerly, 
“it would. be a great accommodation!” ‘Then he began babbling 
incoherently. and made passes and signs, and sank to his knees 
before the sergeant and the desk. 

It was quite plain that he considered the sergeant a hotel clerk. 

‘Fhey led him away, A tear or two from the ‘sergeant’s eve 
slapped the: desk. 


? 





EVERYBODY TOOK A WHACK. 


Higgs Now that vour play is to be actually produced, you can 
surely give me some idea as to the plot and general action. 

, PLAYWkIGHT.—It’s still too indefinite. You see, the call boy 
© and the man onthe stage door haven’t told me’ yet what ¢/-y want 

*e done to it. 





CUK-OWARD!! 


ACTYN BARNES (of ‘‘ Nearly A Ghost-Walk”’ Company ).—1 have no 
use for that man Rantington—he’s too darn stuck up. Whenever he’s 
forced to walk home, he invariably makes up as a section hand. 


fe - — —- —— 


weal habit is arwally ery ignealie, yet cee: eine and sweet, : iiahial, So we 
fall quite naturally into the way ef calling a woman's dress a habit. 
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_A THE VINDICATION OF HENRY. 





ER : 

B= HE meeting of the Fortnightly Literary Club 

>AUAIA was progressing nicely. Mrs. Worthington 

Le was reading a paper on Henry VIII. 

. i “This king knew no restraint,” she 
read; “he took over eight brides without 

i] gr’ - the twinkling of an eye and continued his 

< wild life of dissipation " 
; “The horrid thing,” interrupted Mrs. Cathe- 
rush. 

“T think he was awful,” replied Mrs. Broomstick. 
“Yes, he’s just like some of these mean Pittsburg mil- 
lionaires,” spoke up his Mrs. Fleshcircle. 

“Who throw their wives aside like worn-out gloves,” 
added Mrs. Crossfriend. 

“As I was reading,” ejaculated Mrs. Worthington in a loud tone 
as she continued her paper—“ He took over eight brides without the 
twinkling of an eye, continued his wild life of dissoluteness and de- 
bauchery. Then turning his attention to religious affairs he organized 
the great Church of England, outlining its creed as it is worshipped by 
thousands in the world: to-day.” 

“Must have been a great man,” sighed Mrs. Catherush. 

“To originate such a beautiful form of worship,” continued Mrs. 
Broomstick. — 

“And write a creed for people to follow,” said Mrs. Flashcircle. 

“Spreading it over the big globe,” concluded Mrs. Crossfriend. 

“Yet we must consider in comparing the ruler’s faults with his goodness,” 
exclaimed Mrs. Worthington, as she went on, ‘“‘that King Henry was human. 
He was susceptible to all the frailties, tnfirmities and foibles of modern man.” 

«Yes, men are but weak creatures,” wailed Mrs. Catherush. 

“They are frail things,” replied Mrs. Broomstick, sadly. 

“ And can’t help it,” joined Mrs. Fleshcircle. 

“Too bad,” moaned Mrs. Crossfriend, pathetically. 

And then Mrs. Worthington announced that her paper had been completed. 
This resolution was immediately presented for the consideration of the club: 

“Whereas it is the consensus of opinion of the members of the Fortnightly 
Literary Club that Henry VIII was a brave and noble man, as well as an inter- 
esting study, 
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GOGGLES AND ALL. 


THE Wickep Fox.— Your money or your skin! 


Quick now! 
THE Rassit.—Oh, good glory! I thought you were an automobile. 





“Resolved that this resolution be unanimously adopted.” 

A vote was taken in due form and carried without a dissenting vote. The 
business of the day having been transacted, adjournment was taken, followed by 
an hour’s lively and sprightly gossip over the tea cups. John H. McNeely. 


A DISTINCTION WITH A_ DIFFERENCE. 


pIToR.—You see, a story has to be just so to get in our magazine. 
AUTHOR.—Well, what’s the matter with this one of mine? 
EpitTor.— It’s only so-so. 
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LOSS 
HIGH LIFE 
BEER 





The Champagne of Bottle BEE 


Shows a GREATER percentage of 
INCREASE in sales than any other 
beer in America. 
We were compelled to DOUBLE our 
capacity to meet the demand. 
] } High Life Beer leaves no after effect because 
“tf it is absolutely pure and properly aged. 
(( . You certainly will like it 
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HENRY C. BOTJER, Distributor, 
353 Broadway, Long Island City, New York. 























The ae success of my razor is chiefly due to 


the “Gituette’ double-edged flexible blades. 


The ‘‘Gitterre’’ blade is made of specially selected and 
tested steel of the very highest grade and is but 6-1000 of an 
inch thick. Every blade is individually hardened, 
tempered, ground, honed and stropped by special 
automatic machinery. 


Because of the great strength and flexibility 
of this blade, the Gillette Safety Razor may be 
adjusted (by a slight turn of handle) for an easy 
or a close shave, with either a soft or a harsh 
beard—no stropping, no honing. 

The ‘‘ G1LLETTE”’ double- 
edged blades are so inex- 
=— that when they 

me dull you throw 
them away, as you would 
an old pen. 

Ask your dealer for the 
‘* Gillette ’’ to-day and shave 
yourself with ease, comfort 
and economy for the rest of 

our > > . Pe 
life. ding lhlllle 

conan Of tietetioeralaed 
holder If asable-odjed blades — 


4 kee edges, packed in a velwet 


lined leather case and the price is 


5.00 at all the leading Jewelry 
° .Cutlery,Hardware and Spo 
G dealers. 


Combination sets, $6.50 to $50. 


If substitutes are offered refuse 
them and write us at once for our 
bookiet and free trial offer. 


GILLETTE SALES 
COMPANY 


262 Times Building 
NEW YORK CITY 

















































A Burlesque Historical Novel 





Monsieur d’en 
Brochette * % 


By the Humorous Syndicate 


JOHN KENDRICK BANGS 
ARTHUR HAMILTON FOLWELL 
and BERT LESTON TAYLOR 


29 Full-page Illustrations by FRANK A. NANKIWELL 


‘*Monsieur D’En Brochette.” is acap- 
ital travesty of the romances of the 
sword by American imitators of Alex- 
andre Dumas which have been so num- 
erous and — in the last few years. 
The satire is keen and even the victims 
cannot fail to admire the skill with 
which the sharp thrusts are given. 


— The Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


This ‘‘ historical’ account of certain 
of the adventures of Huevos Pasada Par 
Agua, Marquis of Pollio Grille, and 
Count of Pate de Foie Gras, is a clever 
and amusing burlesque on the novel of 
histrio—adventure. We consider it 
strange it has not been done before, 
but it is certainly well done now. 


— Detroit Free Press. 


The adventures which Robert Gaston 
de Launay Alphonse, Marquis of Pollio 
Grille, Count of Pate de Foie Gras, and 
Much Else Besides, succeeds in crowd- 
ing into the short space of forty-eight 
hours are astounding. 


Louisville Courier-Journal, 


PRICE ULOTA BINDING FIFTY CENTS 





All Booksellers, or mailed anywhere on receipt 
of price by PUCK, New York 


























A Bit or ADvIcE.” 


“If your Honor please,” said the 
pompous young lawyer, ‘I should like 
to make a brief address to the jury.” 

“Qh,” said the judge, “the court 
will make no objection, but hadn’t you 
better consult your client? As things 
stand, he seems to have at least an even 
chance.”— Chicago Record-Herald. 


A BREAK. 


“What a queer remark that man 
made about the bride,” said the first 
wedding guest. 

“What was it ?” asked the other. 

“He said: ‘ How natural she looks; 
don’t you think so ?’” 

“Force of habit. He’s an under- 
taker.”—Catholic Standard and Times. 


From the remarks handed out to 
them by Mr. Taft, advising them to be- 
come good losers, the Filipinos can 
readily guess what the future has in 
store for them.— Washington Post. 























Ask any conscientious dealer 
what are standard woolens. 
He will answer “Jaeger.” 

Ask any leading physician 
what is the best health under- 
wear. He will answer “Jaeger.” 
Can you afford to disregard 


such endorsement ? 


Write for samples and booklet 
of particulars, 








Dr. Jaeger’s S. W. S. Co.’s Own Stores 
New York: 306 Fifth Ave., 22 Maiden Lane. 
Brooklyn: 504 Fulton St. Boston: 228 Boylston St. 
Phila. : 1516 Chestnut St. Chicago: 82 State St. 

Agents in ali Principal Cities 























URED by a secret 
“LUCKY STRIKE” has a 
fragrance and charm all its own. 


LUCKY STRIKE 


Sliced Plug Pipe Tobacco 


has the largest sale in the world. It smokes 
cool to the end without waste, and does not 
blow out of the bowl. For over fifty years 
the name “ PATTERSON ™ on tobacco 
has been a guarantee of high quality. 
Pocket Size, Tin Box, 10c. 








Dirty. 
“Tt must be a dirty job to clean an 
automobile.” 
“Oh, I don’t know. Did you ever 
change the ribbon of a typewriter ?”- 
Detroit Free Press. 


He May as WELL ACKNOWLEDGE I1. 


After a man has to wear trousers 
that hurt him under the arms there can 
no longer be any doubt of the fact 
that he is getting portly. — Chicayo 
Record- Herald. 


A WESTERN woman with a knack for 
figures has discovered that she walks 
over seven miles a day while perform- 
ing her ordinary household duties. We 
would like to see her estimate of the 
miles covered while trying to match a 
bit of ribbon.— Washington Fost. 









Ase, 


THE COURSE OF ECONOMY. 


Mrs. WESTPORTER. —Walter, I don’t care if coal Aas gone up again. 
I just won't do it. Two winters ago you said you couldn’t afford to heat 
the second floor; last year you couldn’t afford to keep the parlor heated, 
and now you want us to live in the ¢ellar. 


The first thing in the morning if you need a bracor, 
should be a tablespoonful of Abbott's Bitters in an 
ounce of sherry or a glass of soda. Try it. 





AN automobile that will go either on land or water has been invented 


in mud.— Chicago Record-Herald. 


. This will help some. but what is needed most is an automobile that will g: 
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Must Have Meant Him. 


GENTLEMEN NeLi.—I really think May is in 


wne pases Fen sive love with you: 
wOEART Tit IMPROVED. Nep.— Do you really? Why? 


NeLL.—I heard her remark yester- 
day that homeliness in a man is not 
really a fault, but a sign of character. 
—Catholic Standard and Times. 


BOSTO 
GARTE 


THE RECOGNIZED STAN 
“SEB The Name is 
stamped on every e 


METHOD IN It. 

A journalist who owned two papers 
was reproached for devoting them to 
upholding opposing policies. 

“There are two sides to every ques- 


loop — tion,” he responded with dignity. “I 
h propose to be right at least half the 
The time.” Philadelphia Ledger. 
CUSHION 
BUTTON A STanp-OFr. 


“Well, my little man,” asked the 
minister, “whom do you take after, 
your father or your mother?” 

“I kind of take after both of them. 
I have pa’s red hair, but ma’s nose 
would be about as freckled as mine if 
she never put anything on it to keep 
them from showin’.”—Chicago Record- 
Herald. 


CLASP 


LIES FLAT TO THE LEG—NEVER 
SLIPS, TEARS NOR UNFASTENS 


Sample pair, Silk50c., Cotton 25c. 
price. 








Ask for 
Trimble Whiskey 
High Ball. 
The best of all. 


[EimbIe 


Green Fohet. 


AT ALL FIRST-CLASS DEALERS 


ESTABLISHED 


IETORS 
WHITE, HENTZ&CO. 
1 T 9 3 


Phila. and New York 

















BOKER’S BITTERS | 


Antidyspeptic. A tonic, an appetizer and a delicacy in mixed drinks. 








Williams 


Shavin 
Soap 


“The only kind that won't smart or dry on the face” 





WILLIAMS’ SHAVING SOAP 
is made out in the green, clean country 
from the purest materials, and _ its 


creamy lather is as pure as country air. 
May be had in the form of Shaving Sticks or Shaving Tablets. 











OVER THE SAMPLES. 


IcsBy had taken up the new magazine he had brought 
home and was about to cut its pages and begin a 
long and pleasant evening with its contents, when 
Mrs. Bigsby said in the honeyed accent of the wife 
whose husband has told her that she may go ahead 
and get a new gown if she wants to: 

“Say, dearie, would you mind spending just a 
minute or two looking over these samples I brought 
home from down town this afternoon? I want you 
to see them and help me decide which one to get. 
You have such good taste, you know, and I want 

you to be pleased more than any one else, so I brought home some samples 

and — what? Nonsense! there isn’t a bushel of them, any such thing! There’s 
only thirty or forty and—Oh, I want you to see this one! Isn’t that “vo lovely 
for anything? Broadcloth! See what a gloss it has, but it is aw/u//y expensive. 

Everything is this fall. That sample is three-fifty a yard and it really doesn’t 

seem as if I ought to pay that much and yet the cheaper qualities do look so 

cheap when compared to this. I wish that you could find time to run into the 
store and see it in the piece. You got no idea how lovely it is from the sample. 

I had the clerk carry it out to the light and positively it was the loveliest thing 

I ever saw with the sun on it and — why didn’t I get it then? Well, asI say, I 

wanted you to see a sample of it first and then I am not sure that I want a broad- 

cloth suit. You know I had a green broadcloth last winter. Still, nothing makes 
up more stylishly than a real handsome broadcloth, and they do come in such 
lovely shades of brown and —brown is extremely fashionable and this shade of 
brown with a little touch of old rose or of Alice blue would be just exquisite if — 
I do wish you could have seen a brown broadcloth suit I saw on the street to- 
day! I followed the woman who had it on four blocks so as to get the idea of 
how it was made to tell my dressmaker. It was a rich, golden brown skirt and 
jacket, and the jacket was the dearest thing! It was rather long and heavily 
braided with narrow silk braid—buttons! I'll warrant you, Jack Bigsby, that 
the buttons on that jacket never cost less than three dollars each! I saw some 
in a store window very much like them but not so handsome as those on that 
woman’s jacket, and those in the store were two-fifty each and they couldn’t 
compare to those on that jacket, so her’s must have cost a great deal more for — 
Oh, I want you to see this sample of novelty goods! I like that silky effect but 
it is not heavy enough to make a well-fitting jacket. It lacks body and, and— 
what? I could supply a hundred and fifty pounds of body? Aren’t you horrid, 
to refer to my increasing stoutness? I don’t care! Every one says I do not 
look my weight and—isn’t this striped sample pretty? I don’t want anything 
in a stripe and don’t mean to get a stripe, but I thought I would get that sample 
just for variety and to see how you like it and so—now I think this sample is 
horrid! I wouldn’t have a dress from that piece if they would give it to me 
and pay for having it made. I just got it to—this soft gray broadcloth is ever 
so pretty but I don’t look well in gray. My hair and eyes are too light, and then 











this is such a light gray it wouldn’t be very serviceable and would show every 
spot. I saw a woman on the car to-day with a suit ever so much like this gray 
and it makes up beautifully and — this old rose is one of the loveliest things I 
ever laid eyes on but it would be dreadfully conspicuous. If one could have a 
lot of dresses and wear this only now and then it would be different, but where 
one has to wear a dress as often as I do I think that—this black would make a 
stylish suit and black is very becoming to me, but I have worn black so much of 
late and they tell me at all the stores that colors are worn so much more than 
black this season. Still, I got ten or twelve samples of black and they are going 
to send me some more samples to-morrow or as soon as they get in some new 
patterns they are expecting and — isn’t this plum-colored sample exquisite? And 
plum color is all the rage this fall, especially in millinery. Haven't you noticed 
how much plum color in every conceivable shade there is in the milliner’s win- 
dow? But I look so sallow in plum color and— what do you think of this sam- 
ple? Do you like it as well as the golden brown or the black or this green sam- 
ple or this—why, Jack Bigsby! If you aren’t asleep! And here I have been 
showing all these lovely samples to a man sound asleep! You don’t care which 
one I get? I guess you don’t or you wouldn’t fall asleep over these lovely sam- 
ples. Still, I don’t believe that I will get a dress from any of these. None of 
them are quite what I have in mind. I believe I'll just run over to mother’s 
with the samples and see what she thinks of them, and I'd like Sister Kate's 
opinion. She has such fine taste. You won’t mind if I run over to mother's a 
few minutes? Well, I’ll be back in a few minutes, It’s only a little after seven 
now and— what? You are not going to bed until about eleven but you will 
leave the door unlocked? I guess you’d better, and if I shou/d stay late Kate 
will come home with me and stay all night. We'll want to talk these samples 
over a little and — you sure you haven’t any choice? Well, I haven't any definite 
choice and don’t think I will have until I get some more sampies.” 
Morris Wade. 





ART NOTE. 


HE actor’s work, the critic sighs, 
Success must ever meet — 

E’en when he walks the railroad ties 
He gets them with both feet. 


A CHESTERFIELD. 


a ip~ ye what; Lyman Spink is the swellest feller and most perfect gentle- 
man in this town!” triumphantly remarked the landlord of the Pettyville 
tavern. ‘No matter what time o’ night the fire-bell rings, he puts on his collar 
and necktie, buttons every button of his vest, from top to bottom, and makes 
sure he has a clean handkerchief in his pocket before going to the holocaust. 
’Most generally the fire is out before he gets there, but Lyman says that a man 
ort to be a gentleman under all circumstances, no matter how much trouble it is,” 






























“Yes,” said *he parsimonious farmer 
proudly, “I’ve had these trousers off 
and on, now, for ten years.”—Harvard 
Lampoon. 


teen dollars. 





THE RETORT SARCASTIC, 


Mrs. Purrup-WiTHAM.— You may have the ‘place, if 
you care to come, but I can’t afford to pay more than four- 


Miss CLANCY.— Fourteen dollars, is it! Begorry, an’ 
they say the necissities av loife are goin’ up! 


per gm 
Whiskey 


the exact Age, Proof and Quan- 
fity of whiskey within the bottle, 


Sunny Brook Distillery Co. 
: Jefferson Co. 








THE Platt resignation rumor received another 
knock-out blow when the Senator engaged apart- 
ments in this city for the winter.— Wash. Post. 





The day after, you need Abbott's Bitters. Braces 
the nerves; sustains you throughout the day, and 
makes you feel bright and cheerful. At druggists. 





HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 





shine on! It benefits all metals, minerais 
Ib box. For sale 











“Ou, who will walk a mile with me?” sings an eastern poet. Why doesn’t} 12, 34 and 36 Bleecker street. 
he apply to Edward Payson Weston? —Chicago Record-Herald. 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


BRANCH WARKHOUSK : 20 Beekman Street, } new Yous. 
All kinds of Paper made to order. 








@ CHICAGO AND WEST—LAKE SHORE LIMITED—The NEW YORK CENTRAL LINES. 











PUCK’S ILLUMINATED 
CHRISTMAS CARD 











Those of our readers who, in former years, have made their 
friends a CHRISTMAS PRESENT of a year’s Subscription to PUCK, 
will be glad to learn that we are still issuing our Handsome Presen- 
tation Card. It is designed by the well-known artist, Mr. F. A. 
Nankivell, and is a beautiful example of color printing. 


The Best Christmas Present= 
A Year's Subscription to Puck and 
Puck’s Christmas Card 


Many people have, no doubt, often thought of a year’s subscription 
to Puck as A SUITABLE CHRISTMAS PRESENT, but have refrained from 
giving it, owing to the difficulty of making the presentation. The usual 
plan has been to present a receipted bill from the publishers; but as this 
is like putting the price-mark on a present, that plan has never been 
popular. It remained for Puck to overcome this difficulty. If you desire 
to present a subscription to Puck to anybody, send us Five Dollars, and 






’ book for one ‘year, and receive from us by return of mail a Card, of 
which the above reduced sketch gives the desigf in outline. 


-and receiver are printed on the card as indicated. 


‘his (or her) name and address, which will be entered in our Subscription - 






















Aorrt that’s svec 

To ae 1roYou 

“The wre YEAR Rouno; 
Awo welk Be Bouno 

“Twi wor cet Time seem suow Te You. 








This card, (size 714x534 inches,) printed in five colors and gold, 
is truly a work of art, worthy of. a place in an album, or to be framed, 
thus being a perpetual reminder of the giver. The names of the giver 






Now, here is something tangible to give; 
To send by mail to distant dear ones; 
To put in the stocking, or to lay under the Xmas tree. 








Remember, there is no charge for the Card (which, by the way, 
comes in a fine envelope), nor for the printing in of the names; our 
only aim is to show our friends a unique way of making A SUITABLE 
CHRISTMAS PRESENT. Address, PUCK, New York. 
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The Edison Phonograph NGOSTU 


as a Christmas Present/} sitters 








Ss B | 7 Celebrated 
sion atihen imamate O single thing furnishes so much entertainment, amusement and | Bie so of 
. enjoyment to a family, especially where there are children and eulotoFinver 
Oldest and best young folks, as an Edison Phonograph. It supplies all kinds 2: Dr. SIEGERT’S 
Tonic Cordial. It of amusement at little expense ; it gives you a : : 
senate tee, ean |means of entertaining your friends and neighbors, and = Ort 
antes 5 it keeps you up-to-date with every kind,of, music by the BEWARE OF | 
nothing else will. purchase of NEW RECORDS for a small sum, all of SUBSTITUTES 








which combined, make the home the most delightful spot 
Senn allieirdaen on earth. A small sum invested in an Edison Phono- 


U. 8. Agents New York graph will do this. wenae wane As TO A FRIEND . 
iy Ee sper be Agvet agent mara deinen Sor y ME oh gga dy deeds oe O Eainon. | Pe ae , 
est dealer an . y it. can 4 » write to us for | ~e ; ac . 
misechepeter camplete descriptive catalogue. Some call him “fast, I call him 
WEARING clothes that don’t fit is no longer a ‘ : “slow, 
sign of genius.—Chicago Necord- Herald. NATIONAL PHONOGRAPH CO., 43 Lakeside Ave., Orange, N. J. They say that all he gets 
eth Se He spends right off. I only know 
4 ‘The way he pays his debts. 
— Catholic Standard and Times. 


Sold everywhere, 
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Reg. U. S. Pat. Off. 





The first chance you get, taste ‘ CRAMPED QUARTERS. 
P. B. Ale. Don’t miss it. It’s too Mas. Rivers. — The De Styles 


: are going to take a flat 
good. to miss. It will take only a | Mr. Rivers. —You don’t tell 
me! What w// become of, their 


taste to convince you that-P. B.. is. ’ family skeleton ? 
the best ale you ever tasted. 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER, 
“its Purity Has Made it Famous.” 
insaltuable in the Home and Office. 


Served at all leading Hotels, Restaurants, Cafes, etc. 


A. G. VAN NOSTRAND RECONCILED TO THE INEVITABLE. 
BUNKER HILL BREWERIES “The only thing I can recommend 


in your case,” said the surgeon, “is a 
BOSTON, Mass. long journey.” " 
New York Office, 42 East 23d Street . Well. if it has to be. doc,” the pa- 
tient groaned, “get out vour whittling 
tools and go ahead with the operation.’ 


< Chicago Record- Herald. 








| SEVERAL poets have recently become 
wealthy through lucky operations in the 
Texas oil belt. Now, =:t last, they will 
be able to have their poems published 
— # | in book-form Chic. Receridt- Herald 
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SHE THOUGHT IT WAS HER HAIR, 


Wuen It TickLtep Her tn THE NECK, AND OF A Lapy Fair It MADE A PERFECT WRECK. 





